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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


fF E'TEOVITSCHKY,” said the Czar to 
his: trusted confidential servant: ‘ has 
the guard been doubled. around my 

library ?”” 

‘““Yes, Your Majesty,” replied the faithful 
Peteovitschky. 

“Have the artillerists been up to test the 
iron plating ?” 

“Yes, Mighty Ruler.” 

‘‘ Has the last mine been filled up ?” 

“Yes, Supreme Highness.” 

‘*1s the bomb-tester working ?” 

“‘ Yes, Unlimited Potency.” 

“Is my iron chest-protector hanging in a 
convenient place ?” 

** Yes, Serene Illustriousness.”’ 

‘* And my chilled-steel liver pad ?” 

‘Ves, Gracious Mightiness.” 

“And have your clothes been searched for 
Nihilist documents ?” 

“ Yes, Paternal Benificence.”’ 

“Then,” said the Great Czar, meditatively: 
**T think Pll go in and write my note of con- 
dolence to the President of the United States; 
and offer him the loan of one of my tin over- 
coats,” 








Now, what ‘does that brute’ over there in 
Peterhof know about the situation of affairs in 
the United States? What letter of condolence 
can he write understandingly? ‘The animal 
cannot think of reason. If he could, he would 
not be engaged in making a burglar- -proof safe 
of his summer residence. It may never have 
occurred to you. for even to us republican 
Americans there seems something more than 
mortal about these kings and other self-elected 
rulers, in their illogical and ‘irrational power 
and arrogance—it may not have occurred to 
you that if the Czar of all the Russias had a 
tithe of the reasoning power butcher- 
boy who casts his first vote iqthe,"Sixth Ward 
of New York City, he would a free man to- 
day, instead of being the miserable slave of 
his own selfish folly. 





The Czar of all the Russias, who hclds life 
and death in his hands, and uses his power 
with conscienceless brutality, dares not and 
cannot walk one hundred yzards, alone and 
unattended, in the streets of St. Petersburgh. 
Yet to-morrow he could promenade through 
the slums and roll on the grass in the parks, if 
he felt so inclined. With a stroke of the pen 
he might give himself this freedom. Why does 
he not do so? Because his dull and sluggish 
brain has never yet really entertained the idea 
of freeing his people with himself. ‘He has 
never thought what a glorious bargain he might 
make with the millions who suffer, that he may 
have the cold and delusive pretence of power 
and happiness. On his part he can give them 
Justice—a Constitutional Monarchy—Popular 
Suffrage—Legislative Representation. On their 
part they can give him Love, Reverence, De- 
votion. He has only to yield up the shameful 
privileges of a tyrant to be crowned with the 
noly attributes of a saint. Where a million 
hands are now raised to strike him, a million 
hearts would drain their life-blood to spare him 
a pang. Ah; if the Czar could only think! 

* . * 

I. is simply nonsense to talk of excusing a 
man from doing his duty towards society be- 
cause he has been brought up not to do it. 
That is the case with the thief who comes of a 
family of thieves. We are sorry when we have 
to punish him for indulging his hereditary 
taste, and making use of his criminal educa- 
tion. But we know that it is a case where the 
individual must suffer for the benefit of the 
many. ‘There were thousands of good people 
down south who could see no wrong in keep- 
ing slaves. ‘Their fathers and their grand- 
fathers had kept slaves; slaves were mentioned 
in the Bible; they themselves were of a race 
distinct from the slaves. We could not con- 
vince these people that they were doing wrong, 
and they had to go through a great deal of un- 
happiness, and we had to make many sacrifices 
before we could set the unspeakable wrong 


right. Probably, of course, many of them be- 


lieve to this day that they have been hardly 
used; though there must be some whose eyes 
are opened, and who see that happiness does 
not always consist in making other people un- 
happy. The Czar, no doubt, is quite unable to 
see that there is any harm in being an absolute 
tyrant. But there is no reason why his mental 
deficiencies should be respected at the cost of 
a world of agony to all the poor folks who did 
not come of the very disreputable family to 
which Mr. Alexander of Russia belongs. ‘This 
is the truth of the matter, and this is the reason 
why there is no possible parallel between the cases 
of the Czar and the President. When the Nibi- 
lists killed the late Czar it was a nation against 
one man. When Guiteau struck down Presi- 
dent Garfield it was one man against a nation, 


* * 

President Garfield, in spite of the squabbles 
of the doctors and the annoyance caused by 
Mr. Cyrus W. Field’s patronizing subscription 
list, continues to improve. It is scarcely too 
much to hope that in a few more weeks he wiil 
have made sufficient progress towards complete 
recovery, to enable him to give some attention 
to his official duties, The country rejoices at 
the prospect; and good may come out of evil, 
for better government will be the result. Gui- 
teau’s brutal shot has killed many of the poli- 
tical opponents of President James A. Garfield. 
Sympathy for him has chastened their oppo- 
sition and bitterness, and with the exception 
of men of the Arthur and Conkling stamp, who 
represent the worst of the objectionable features 
of American machine politics, everybody— 
whether he be Democrat or Republican—is 
ready to render a helping hand to facilitate the 
administration of the government. If the Presi- 
dent completely recovers —that is to say, be- 





comes as strong and robust, mentally and phy- 
sically, as he was before the murderous per- 
formance of the crazy assassin Guiteau—he 
may thank his excellent constitution for it. He 
has lived so frugally, his habits have been so 
regular, he has done so much healthy work, 
without committing excess, that even with a 
cruel bullet in his body his chances of living 
to a good old age are probably greater than 
of mary men who have never denied themselves 
any luxury. The President has almost as good 
a constitution as that of the United States, 
* 


# * 
Both have had a great deal to put up with- 
Everybody knows how the constitution of the 
resident has been tried. But let us also con- 
sider how the no less healthy constitution of the 
United States has its strength tested. The 
monopolists are working all the time to ruin it. 
Their methods are as bold as they are vigorous. 
General Grant is the man that would have best 
answered their purposes, and they have not yet 
despaired of carrying out their purposes through 
somebody equally pliable. But we don’t think 
now that they will do it with Mr. Garfield. We 
doubt if his views have the imperialistic cha- 
racter of those of the would-be third-termer 
Grant. There is another disease which threatens 
our otherwise well-regulated constitution: it ‘s 
the plague of office-seekers. It is a dangerous 
malady, and its cure cannot be a speedy one. 
* 


- * 

Ultimately, however, it will be thoroughly 
eradicated, and mere begg'ng for patronage 
and office will become one of the traditions of 
the past. “‘To the victors belong the spoils” 
is a very pretty, but unwholesome doctrine, 
and will, we hope, be wiped out with the office- 
seeker scourge. Perhaps the mildest forms of 
disease which have made our constitution feel 
uncomfortable are cold water and the Roman 
Catholic Church. Neither of these things, in 
its way, is specially objectionable. Cold water, 
under some circumstances, is good both to drink 
and to wask in; but there are other fluids which 
at times are much more acceptabie, Those 
who wish to confine themselves to water are 
welcome to do it; but they must not make fools 
of themselves publicly by cramming their weak- 
kneed doctrines down the throats of people 
who can drink liquor‘without necessarily mak- 


‘ing beasts of themselves. As for the Roman 


Catholic Church, it is just as good as any other, 
neither better nor worse—perhaps it is even 
better in its thorough consistency. It has only 
shown on few occasions a tendency to rub against 
our constitution, in claiming more privileges 
under it than it is justly entitled to; but it will 
in time learn to know better. In any case it 
hasn’t hurt us much yet. 


. 

When this number of Puck gets into the 
hands of its readers they will find that the great 
State of New York is no longer Senatorless, 
Mr. Miller succeeds Mr. Platt. Mr. Miller is a 
paper manufacturer and a gentleman whose 


‘only claim to consideration lies in his having, 


as a member of Congress, advocated his own 
business interests. Mr, Lapham, who is his 
colleague, lias still less claim to-the confidence 
of the citizens of New York. But we don’t 
know that it matters much. Messrs. Miller and 
Lapham can’t be much worse than Messrs. 
Conkling and Platt, and anything is a relief 
from the daily repetition of the disgraceful 
farce. Mr. Conkling’s fatuous followers have 
stuck to him throughout. Their devotion was 
worthy of a better cause. It was the old guard 
+ “it never surrenders, it dies;” and we hope 
—of course politically —its leader will die with 
it. We hope so because there was never any 
occasion for such a sacrifice. If Mr. Conkling 
had been a Statesman, instead of a small- 
minded politician, he would still be a mem- 
ber of the Senate. 
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FAMILIAR DIALOGUES. 


Dialogue X VIT._— With an Apothecary. 


CitizEnN.—I want a box of Blenkinsop’s 
tooth-powder. 

ApoTHEcARY.— [No violent effort of the imagin- 
ation is required to conceive of the line of argument 
adopted by the Apothecary. 

C.— Yes, I want it for myself. 

Is ‘ncn caunee.s 

C.—Yes, for my own teeth. You don’t sup- 
pose I’m going to wander around the strects 
polishing off the teeth of the populace, do 
you? Or maybe you fancy I’ve got a contract 
to keep a dentist’s show-case in order, or some- 
thing of that estat’ 

BPR 566 seens ieee sennes 

C.—It will hurt my teeth, will it? ‘That suits 
me I’ve been trying for ten years to hurt my 
teeth with that. particular powder; and if I can 
do it now I shall probably be able to get dam- 
ages out of tHe manufacturers. 





C.-—You don’t mean to tell me that you sell 
a powder of yourown? Who buys it? 

C.—I don’t deny that it is a nice powder. I 
don’t deny that it is nicer than Blenkinsop’s. 
That’s the reason I don’t buy it. I don’t want 
my teeth to get accustomed to too much style 
in their powder. They’re only common teeth 
anyway, and if they get to putting on too many 
airs they will get too big for my mouth. Blen- 
kinsop’s is good enough for me. 

C.—Well, if your tooth-powder is compound- 
ed without the deleterious ingredients used in 
the preparation of Blenkinsop’s, it won’t suit 

‘me. I just revel in deleterious ingredients. I 
was brought up on deleterious ingredients, and 
I can’t get along without them. 


C.—My friend, if you could realize the num- 
ber of sleepless nights that I have sat up trying 
to yellow my teeth, you would understand with 
what joy I hail a preparation which you assure 
me will have that effect. To get a neat set of 
gamboge teeth has been the ambition of my 
life. 

Bir. ravss os 

C.—Yes, T will take Blenkinsop’ s tooth-pow- 
der, if you please. The general drift of my 
conversation for the past five minutes has tend- 
ed that way. 

A.— < eoseee 

C.—Thank you, I want the smaller size— 
the little twenty-five cent size—I’m only a sort 
of a twenty-five cent man, anyway. 

Misses Goins Kone «ees 

C.—Yes, I know that the fifty-cent size is 
larger, and will last me longer; but if half what 
you have said is true, this little bottle is quite 
enough to ruin my jaws forever. As a matter 
of benevolence and humanity, you ought not 
to wish to have the whole head eaten off me by 
this diabolical invention of Blenkinsop’s. 

DR ccc Gam cokbennes 

C.—I don’t believe you can sell me a tooth- 
brush. You can try, if you are really anxious 
to find out. You have made me miss one train 
already, by your little lecture on the demerits 
of Blenkinsop’s tooth-powder. I have an hour 
to spare; and I am perfectly willing to spend it 
in conyincing you that you can 't sell me a 
tooth brush. 

C.—Of course it is a genuine imported Eng- 
lish soft-bristle tooth-brush; but, you see, it is 
of no use to me. It is customary among the 
people with whom I associate to go over the 
teeth first with a harrow, and then to polish'them 
off with a blacking-brush ; and I should not like 
to introduce any wild innovations, 


C,.—I may want a package of tooth-picks next 





week, when my diamond-mounted double gold 
bladed pick is worn out; but not at present, 
thank you. 

C.—A tongue-scraper is a useful invention; 
but, you see, I have no tongue. I bit it off, two 
years ago, trying to convince an apothecary 
that I did not want to buy. out the whole store. 
Thank you for the Blenkinsop, and ta ta! 








RHYMES OF THE DAY. 


THE TIMID SOUTHERNER. 
A sensitive miss from Mobile 
Cried: ‘ Horrors! how nervous I file; 
I’m sure there’s a mouse 
Concealed in the house, 
And eating the Indian mile.” 





TARDY REPENTANCE. 
A vender of milk from Milwaukee 
Having paid for a horse that proved baukee, 
Became much depressed 
And fully confessed 
How it happened his milk was so chaukee, 





PRIDE IN THE KITCHEN, 

A cook who had several receipts 

For serving up poultry and meipts, 
When asked to make pies, 
Replied, with surprise: 

‘**T was not employed to cook sweipts.” 








ABANDONED. 


JuLy 47TH, 1881. 





ONE is the lustre of thy 
gleaming coat, 
Faded to white thy 
silk interior's red, 

Jagged the ample brim 

that used to float 

The feverish sunlight 
from my aching 
head. 

Drifted—and down the 

cataract of years, 
The sufferer of many 
a base indignity, 

e I see thy grim advance 
through eyes whose 
tears 

But multiply as mem- 
ory grows more 
free. 





Pleasure hath been thy lot, and sorrow too; 
Pleasure —when thou arose with graceful twirl, 

And posed as if a kiss to chastely strew, 
Responsive to the nod of some fair girl. 

And sorrow, too—that night when Minnie hummed 
And sat upon thee. Ah! how wild thy rage 
That other night, when her young brother gummed 

Thy sweat-band all around with mucilage? 


Ah me! it saddens thee, old boy, to know 
How well I loved her—every wrinkled flounce 
Upon her dress; and sadder didst thou grow 
The night I got the everlasting bounce. 
But, then—not nights alone have seen thee sunk 
In dark surcease of grief—oh, crying shame! 
I’ve kicked thee down because I was too drunk 
To keep upon my head thy circling frame! 


We parted months ago; I gave thee then 

Unto a poorer man that thou might yet 
Meet the appreciative gaze of men 

With some soiled trace of thy old etiquette. 
But soon he laid thee by, until a tramp 

Asked that from idleness thou be unloosed, 
To bear potatoes, stolen, to his hidden camp— 

To hush the murmurs of the chicken-roost. 


* 

Vanished! Oh, Gods of Summer, mutter low; 

Zephyr sweet, come and fluff the satir band; 
For beauty cannot always live, you know, 

And Time revolves a quick, destructive hand. 
Little is left; yet still, maybe, renown 

Did well to bring thee forward here to aid 
Effects grotesque on a Fantastique’s crown— 

The worst old dicer in to-day’s parade! 

EDWARD WICK. 





Puckenings. 


THE weight of a bale of hay is governed en- 
tirely by the capacity of the team following 
the wagon. 





‘‘ THERE is only one side to this question,” 
as the father said when he began to spank the 
upturned boy. 





THERE are no mosquitoes at Bergen Point. 
[This lie took the prize at the New Jersey State 
Agricultural Fair.] 





“Don’t give up the ship ’—particularly if 
it’s a schooner,” said one of the denizens of 
the East side in a saloon. 





Tue Cyrus W. Field Garfield fund is de- 
scribed by the New York Svar as “still swell- 
ing.” Is this because it has received a black 
eye? 





THE sale of the Revised New Testament has 
somewhat fallen off; there are a great many 
people who are willing to wait for the revised 
Revised Edition. 





Ir Euclid were alive now he would alter 
some of his definitions, He would have defined 
‘a point” as the American navy, which hath 
no parts nor magnitude, 





Emma Apspotr has stated to a reporter that 
she does not really kiss the tenor. It is said 
that the applications for the position of tenor 
in her company have lately been remarkably 
numerous. 





‘*How are you, Mr. Clover? Don’t you 
rermember Jim Jackson?” said a sharper to a 
countryman the other day. 

** Ah! Certainly! Can you lend me a dollar, 
Brother Jackson ?”’ 

Mr. Jackson departed down a side street. 





THERE are two men in America who are bound to 
have notoriety or perish in the attempt. The one is 
Charles J. Guiteau, the other Cyrus W. Field.—J. Y. 
Commercial Advertiser. 

What we can’t Guiteauver is that they both 
get what they’re bound to have, and they are 
neither much on the perish. 





THE recent marriage of two deaf mutes in 
Reading, Pa., reminds us that female deaf 
mutes are not appreciated as they deserve 
to be. They are Nature’s noblest work, always 
make capital wives, and can never give the 
fortunate husband a curtain lecture when he 
comes home late from the lodge. 





TELEPHONE conversation between the Pope 
at the Vatican, Rome, and the Czar, at his pal- 
ace at Peterhoff: 

Pope: —“ Helloa!” 

Czar:—“ Hellovsky!” 

Pore: —‘“‘ Area youa goinga outa to-daya?” 

Czar:—‘‘Notoff to-dayakoff ; too muchavitch 
dynamitisky aboutavitch, Are youimoff?” 

Pore:—‘“‘ Not to-daya, some othera daya; 
too manya ruda and godless mena abouta.” 





As illustrative of the peculiar workings of 
Southern politics, this truthful incident is re- 
ported. 

General Wade Hampton, finding Billy Ma- 
hone hoeing corn one day in the field, the fol- 
lowing was the result: 

Gen. W. H.—“ Gwine to de ball to-night ?” 

B. M.—“ Not dis night.” 

Gen. W, H.—“‘ Some yother night ?” 

B. M.—“‘ Good night.” 

And he lit out. [And he done tuck out,] 
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A BLUE FISHER. 





New York, July 25th, 1881. 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

I wish to ask you whether my experience 
is exceptional, or whether .I am only one of 
many victims of an absurd popular delusion. 
From childhood’s earliest hour I have heard 
of the delights of blue-fishing. Circumstances 
over which my employers have more control 
than I always prevented my reveling in those 
delights until last week. A man cannot serve 
both blue-fishing and Mammon; and I have 
been serving Mammon at fifteen dollars a week 
for the past ten years. The dry-goods firm of 
Kersey, Schurz & Co, represents Mammon in my 
case. But last week I got off for a day to go 
blue-fishing with a select party. 

We started from our boarding-place, down 
on Staten Island, at five o’clock in the morning. 
The rosy-fingered Aurora, illuminating the east- 
ern sky, was very pretty; but a particularly 
poor substitute for the cheering and invigor- 
ating matutinal cocktail. 

When we got down to the beach, we found 
two brigands awaiting us. 1 thought they were 
tramps, until 1 was told that they were the sail- 
ors who were to take us out. One of them 
wore a silk hat, a white shirt with a diamond 
pin in it, and a pair of overalls. The other 
had a distant suggestion of the nautical about 
him, in that he sported a blue flannel shirt, and 
smelled like the back yard of an oyster-house, 

These two gentlemen both said that it was 
too rough to go “outside” after blue-fish, 
Then all the other members of the party ex- 
amined the water very closely, and agreed that 
it was too rough to go outside after blue-fish. 
I did not wish to be left hopelessly out in the 
cold, so I said it was too rough to go outside 
after blue-fish. 

‘Then we all got into the yacht, being trans- 
ferred to her by means of a small and leaky 
skiff, and started off. I was kept pretty busy, 
for the next hour, in dodging the boom, a kind 
of exaggerated policeman’s club, which was 
swinging about just on a line with my ears. 
Every time it swung one way, the water would 
come in on that side. As soon as the moist- 
ened half of me got dry, the boom would swing 
over, and I would feel about half a ton of 
dampness on the other side of me. In my first 
moment of leisure I inquired where we were 
going. I was informed that we were going 
outside after blue-fish. I said nothing; but I 
got into an alleged cabin in the foreward end 
of the boat, and thought a good deal. 

About ten o’clock we got outside. ‘‘Out- 
side’’ means outside of Sandy Hook, on the 
bosom of the Ocean. Anybody can get an 
idea of what it feels like to be on the bosom 
of the Ocean by tying two or three earthquakes 
together and lying down on them, 

As soon as we got out, everybody said that 
it was too rough for blue-fish, and we turned 
around and came back. Up there in the bows 


of the boat I did some tall wondering as to |. 


why we had gone out if we knew beforehand 
that we ought not to have; but from feelings 
of delicacy— delicacy of a mixed nature—I re- 
frained {rom making any comments. 

I doubt if I should have received a satisfac- 
tory answer, in any case. With the exception 
of the two brigands who were fooling with the 
ropes and things, every other member of the 
party was lying on his face in the bottom of 
the boat. One fellow explained to me that he 
was doing it so as not to scare the blue-fish, 
But I believe his mind was wandering. 

When we got “inside” again, into compara- 
tively smooth water, so that we could sit up on 
our elbows and try to look as if we could have 
smiled if we had wanted to, I asked where we 
were going; and learned that we were going 
somewhere else after some other kind of fish — 





I don’t know exactly what it was—sword-fish, 
maybe, or mountain trout. 

We got there about two o'clock. I had spent 
the interval in trying to wring the salt water 
cut of the sandwiches, and then trying to eat 
them. In neither effort was I very successful. 
And when I got through 1 wished I had been 
even less successful. 

Then the brigands gave us poles and lines, 
and set us to fishing for whatever the fish was, 
I took only a languid interest in the proceed- 
ings; and I am afraid my temper was not in 
the best possible condition; for when I felt the 
rod jerked roughly out of my hand, I told one 
of the brigands, who was the nearest man to 
me, that I never did like practical joking, 
anyhow, and that if he would come on shore I 
would lick him for a cent anda half. Then 
he swore at me in a disgraceful way, and made 
it clear to me that I had lost a good bite. 

But I believed, for some time, that the other 
brigand had dived under the boat when we 
were not looking, and nibbled off the bait, 
just to encourage us; for, as the fleeting hours 
fleeted, we hung on to those poles, and all that 
we even heard of a fish was the brigand’s la- 
mentations over the one he alleged I had lost. 
On each side of us we could see other boats, 
whose occupants were catching fish about as 
fast as they could haul themin. We suggested 
to the brigands that a change of scene would 
be advisable. 

‘*No, sir,” said the nautical brigand: ‘‘ this 
here is the only place where you ’re certain of 
ketchin’ fish, ef y’only stay long enough. Them 
fish over there is only there temporary-like. 
Now you stay here till the wind changes, ’n’ 
you ll have more ’n’ you ken kerry home.” 

Then he went off, and he and the other bri- 
gand ate up our lunch, and went to sleep. 
When they woke up, about five o’clock, we 
asked him if the wind had changed. He said 
it had, and that if we wanted to get back in 
time to get something cold left over from din- 
ner, we would have to start right away. 

My nose is sunburnt, 

Have I been treated asa man and a blue- 
fisher ? 

Yours inquiringly, 
ADOLPHUS PONGBE TOWLING. 


[We think, Mr. Towling, that:you have been 
played for all you are worth.—Epb, Puck. ] 








LOUISE. 


ASSING, I saw my book of rhymes 
Lying neglected on her-knees, 
And so I said, I’ll just drop in 
And chat awhile with fair Louise. 





‘Forrshe was fair as Helen was, 
And then I loved her tenderly; 
Her voice was like the song of birds, 
Her white arms tapered slenderly. 
I bent above her upturned face, 
And should you wish to question why ;— 
Perhaps to whisper something low 
Of lovers coming thro’ the rye. 
Her breath I’d drunk a hundred times, 
And knew it was as sweet as wine; 
But, oh! her breath that afternoon 
Was rarer than a breath divine. 


It was a hint of heaven to me, 
And so I said. Just then I saw, 
Concealed behind my last bouquet, 
A half-sipped julep and a straw. 
. R. W. CRISWELL. 


THIRD EDITION: 


PUCK ON WHEELS. 
Price, Twenty-five Cents. 








FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No. CLXXXII. 
A REPORTED MARRIAGE, 





Ya-as, I weceived 
a lettah the othah 
day about Lorne’s 
bwothah’s marwiage. 

Lorne, ye know, 
isaw Governah-Gen- 
erwal of Canada. He 
* is one of Argyle’s 
Yfy boys, and marwied 
</ a daughtah of Queen 
Victorwiah—the 
Pwincess Louise. I 
passed a verwy plea- 
sant two or thrwee weeks, some time ago, at 
their wesidence at Ottawa in Canada. They 
did everwything to make my visit agweeable. 

Well, aw it is not a verwy extwaordinarwy 
thing for Englishmen to marwy Amerwican 
gyurls aw. I’ve done it myself, and so has 
Mandeville, and Churchill, and a lot of othah 
decent fellaws, to numerwous to mention. 

I have fwequently enlarged on the attwac- 
tions of the Amerwican female cweachah, and 
it is therefaw nevah a mattah of surpwise to me 
when some decent fellaw carwies one of them 
off. He marwies her, as a wule, because he 
admi-ahs her in the first place, and perwhaps 
also because she has an extensive dowrwy. 

But this rumah of the appwoaching marwiage 
of Lorne’s bwothah, Colin, ye know, has, I 
he-ah, cweated an immense amount of excite- 
ment, because I am informed that the young 
woman is not considahed, even faw an Amerwi- 
can, as belonging to a wespectable family aw; 
on the contrarwy, a gweat many people say her 
nearwest fwiends and welatives are outwageously 
and widiculously outside society, and that her 
mothah is a verwy quee-ah eccentwic female, 
who is to some extent a public charwactah, and 
who does and says things which a large major- 
wity of people look upon as scarcely pwopah, 
aw indeed, as highly impwopah. 

The family, it appe-ahs, has nevah made the 
slightest pwetensions to move in what is called 
society he-ah, which, I have verwy often said, 
is not weal society, but simply a coferwie of wich 
people who happen to know one anothah, and 
are not one whit bettah than their neighbors, 
upon whom they look down as vastly inferwiah. 

This society thinks it is a verwy fwightful 
and horwible thing that a fellaw like Colin 
Campbell, belonging to an ancient and honor- 
wable family, should choose as a matwimonial 
partner somebody who is entirely out of the 
set which they think is the aw only corwect 
one to belong to. 

Now, as a mattah of fact, any Bwitish fellaw 
of family who contemplates marwying an Amer- 
wican gyurl, does n’t care a wap whether she 
belongs to the Amerwican arwistocwacy or 
not; for there is no Amerwican arwistocwacy. 






‘| Everwybody, according to the wepublican 


Constitution, is on pwecisely the same footing, 
and can only be bettah than his neighbah by 
having maw pwoperty, or a superwiah educa- 
tion. It istherefore aw,’pon my soul, quite too 
awfully widiculous to he-ah people he-ah boast- 
ing about their pedigwee. As if anybody 
worth powdah and shot evah came two or 
thrwee hundwed ye-ahs ago to Amerwica fwom 
choice! He did it because he was poverty- 
stwicken and useless at home. 

Equally absurd are some of the claims of 
those who pretend to be, and in many instances 
are, descended fwom some widiculous Dutch- 
men fwom Holland. The fellaws that the 
Dutch government in those days appointed to 
situations in outlandish Amerwica, were about 
on a par with parwish beadles and sherwiff’s 
officers in Gweat Bwitain at the pwesent time aw. 
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THEIR PROBABLE RECONSTRUCTION TO SUIT THE STYLE OF THE 





ELEVATED Roaps. 








HON. EPHRAIM MUGGINS. 


HE REJOICES AT THE PROSPECT OF THE PRESI- 
DENT’S RECOVERY, AND PROPOSES A PROCES- 
SION OF RE-UNITED REPRESENTATIVES OF 
AMERICAN SOCIETY WHOM UNHAPPY CIRCUM- 
STANCES HAVE HERETOFORE SUNDERED. 











F there is any one thing that fills the human | 
soul with more first-class joy than any other | 
thing, which does not fill the soul with so | 

much joy as anything else which does fill the 
soul with more joy than anything else, it’s the 
extatic satisfaction of knowing that some villain 
has been foiled in some demoniac designs, 

Such joy now thrills the soul of every true 
and loyal American, of which I am proud to be 
one of whom—because our President did not 
fall a victim to the murderous assaults of the 
mad assassin who attempted to take his life 

The recovery of our honored President, of 
which we are now assured on the most Blis:ful 
medical authority, under these circumstances, 
is a matter which very properly superinduces 
enthusiasm in the American breast, and fills us 
with one universal impulse to shout “ Hurrah!” 
and fire our crackers, guns and pistols, and 
kick up before and behind, and give loose rein, 
for the nonce, to the delirious joy that pervades 
the American system. 

It is eminently proper at this time that we 
should set apart a day of thanksgiving and re- 
joicing. Let the half squelched “ Fourth of 
July,” which was but partially celebrated be- 
cause of the then precarious condition of the 
President, be rejuvenated, resuscitated and re- 
habilitated in all its panoply of smoke and fire 
and flame, and shout and pound and bang, 
and boom and toot and whiz. Let her flicker! 

I suppose there may be some twinges of dis- 





sent in the bosom of the Stalwarts; and the 
Democrats may have a sort of half-and-half | 
notion that this is no funeral of theirs; but 
this is no time for party differences—no time | 
for factional bickerings. For that matter, it is | 
nobody’s funeral It is a time when everybody 
should be glad, no matter who or what he 
may be. 

When the hand of the assassin ruthlessly | 
seeks to deprive our government of its chief 
executive, he strikes a blow at our national in- 
Stitutions that make strong men weep; and 





| 
when he has been thwarted in his nefarious de- | 


signs— I mean the assassin, and not the strong 
man— it is—well, never mind that now—that’s 
part of my speech which I expect to get off 
when the time comes, and I don’t want to 
give it away now— 

Let the hatchet be buried and all hands take 
hold and have a good time. 

Let us get upa procession—such a proces- 
sion as the world has never seen bef: re, and 
never will again till the dawn of the millenium. 
Let all rancor and hatred and envy and malice, 
and deceit and bribery and corruption be for 
the time forgotten. 

Let the lamb come and lie down with the 
lion, and not be growling around like a dog 
with a sore head, Let us have such a proces- 
sion as this: — 

Conkling and Blaine. 
Grant and Dana. 

Tilden and Hayes. 
Talmage and Vandyke. 
Lapham and Platt. 

Ben Butler and Jeff Davis. 

Brass Band, playing ‘‘We’re a Band of Brothers.” 
Bob Ingersoll and The Revisers of the New 
Testament. 

Mrs, Tom-ri-jon and A Policeman. 
Judge Morris and Jim Dunne. 
Judge Hilton and Samuel Isaacs. 
Beecher and Theo. ‘Tilton, 

Another Band, playing ‘‘ Old Zip Coon.” 
Dr. Howard Crosby and Shepherd Cowley. 
Bradley and Sessions. 

Annie Dickinson and That Philadelphia 
Manager. 

&c., &c., &c. 

Which of those good people are lions, and 
which are lambs, I have no time now to indicate. 
If any of them have heretofore been regarded 
as vicious or criminal, it goes without saying 
that this happy re-union is to be the harbinger 
of true repentance, and that they will hence- 
forth eschew both vice and crime. 

Then let us all strike hands and have a good 
time and enjoy ourselves. Let the Democratic 
party enjoy themselves. Let Mr. Conkling 
especially be happy, and let Nemesis, Lethe 
and Oblivion forever scoop in all discord, dis- 
union and dissension, 


Yours joyously, 
EPHRAIM MUGGINS, 


A SONG OF FAME, 
JL HEN youth is past, and age at last 
mA Has grizzled my frosty poll, 
When I stand aghast at the chilling blast 
From the gloom where the Styx doth roll, 





Then a joy shall fill my soul. 
By sea-side or river, where’er I go, 
By mothers and children, old and young, 
I shali hear my songs at twilight sung— 
When my beard is as white as snow. 


When the span thou hast, O Life, is passed 
So near to its destined goal, 
That my eyes I cast on the straining mast 
Of Death’s ship on the shoal, 
Then a peace shall fill my soul. 
By mountain or valley, where’er I go, 
By grandsires and school-boys, old and young, 
I shall hear my songs at twilight sung, 
When my beard is as white as snow. 


When the mystic, vast Iconoclast, 
Stern Death with wide control, 
Shall blow the blast on his trump at last 
While waves of Lethe roll, 
Then a calm shall fill my soul. 
By city or hamlet, where’er I go, 
By maidens and matrons, old and young, 
I shall hear my songs at twilight sung— 
When my beard is as white as snow. 


When life’s leaves fall fast, and its streams are glassed 
With ice that reflects the scroll 
Of the star-lore vast, I shall be classed 
With those that heart-songs troll, 
And a bliss shall fill my soul. 
By forest or prairie, where’er I go, 
By dreamers and toilers, old and young, 
I shall hcar my songs at twilight sung, 
When my beard is as white as snow. 


L’Envol. 
Critics! Why wait with praise so slow ? 
Though Fame may lag, yet this I know: 
By Boston or London, where’er I go, 
By poets or peasants, old and young, 
I shall hear my songs at twilight sung— 
When my beard is as white as snow. 





C. C. STARKWEATHER, 
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EFFECT OF THE LAMPILIGHTERS’ EARLY 
CLOSING MOVEMENT. 





THE OTHER SIDE. 





THE following letter found its way into the 
office of Puck last week: 


To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

Your cartoon and editorial comments on 
me, especially with reference to the Garfield 
assassination, are, I think, just a little severe; 
but I think you have simply fallen into error 
from not properly understanding my nature. 
I am not asnob, I am not atoady, I am not 
fond of getting my name in the papers, nor do 
I think that money is a substitute for every- 
thing. The fact is, I am rich and suffer from 
the possession of wealth just as much as those 
who have none at all. Why am I called a 
snob—the Prince of Snobs? Is it because I 
welcome with open arms foreigners to these 
often inhospitable shores? 1 am not a young 
man, and my experience is considerable. I 
have come in contact with all sorts and condi- 
tions of men, and I am aware that there is a 
strong tendency among Americans to give the 
cold shoulder to strangers. Am I to be blamed 
then if I receive with courtesy and cordiality’ 
new arrivals without regard to their nationality, 
although, as a matter of choice, I prefer Eng- 
lishmen? Ought not this trait in my character 
be rather applauded than otherwise? What 
would some of these unfortunate strangers do, 
were it not for me? 

Perhaps, sir, you are not aware that, as often 
as I find it convenient, I board every emigrant 
steamer that enters the port of New York to 
invite to dinner any respectable-looking emi- 
grant that may take my fancy. This I have 
been doing quietly and unobtrusively for years, 
and the papers have never given me credit 
for it. ‘The good I am doing in secret is incal- 
culable, and I almost blush to admit it pub- 
licly through your columns. 

Then I am always receiving abuse because I 
show occasionally a little attention to the titled 
foreigners, particularly English dukes and noble- 
men of that nation, This is most cruel and un- 
just. If I do not show them attention, who, I 
should like to know, is to do it? 

The members of the British aristocracy, it is 
well known, have strong prejudices against 
America and American institutions. Now, my 
object has been to soften this bad feeling, to 
induce these gentlemen to visit this country, 
and to judge of it for themselves under my 
guidance. This is why the Duke of Argyle 
calls me his dear friend, this is why Count 
Ferdinand de Lesseps refers to me as “un 
prince Américain,” 

I think also that I may take credit to myself 
for all the marriages that have taken place be- 
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THE EARLY CLOSING MOVEMENT IN OuR STREET. 





tween scions of British noble houses and Ameri= 
can heiresses. 

But the gravest charge that you make against 
me is that of erecting a monument to the late 
unfortunate Major André. I never can be 
brought to look upon this gentleman as a spy— 
he was to well-bred for that; and even if he 
were one it must be admitted that he did a 
great deal towards consolidating American in- 
dependence. 

As to my being a monopolist, a capitalist, 
and a director of Elevated Railroads, and the 


originator of a subscription to Mrs. Garfield, I | 


admit that I am all of these—but it really is 
not my fault. 
Sirus W. FEEL. 


We insert Mr. Feeld’s letter and leave to our 
readers’ judgement as to its being a sufficient 
defense to our charges. 

Ep. Puck. 








THE ONLY ALTERNATIVE. 
At Coney Isle— 
Well, I should smile! 
But you can’t even snicker 
Over the froth: 
You'll be wroth 
Till you give up beer and “ licker.” 


T.Q. 





BICYCLING. 
‘‘ Wheel” is a roadster of such mirthful mien, 
To be high rated needs but to be seen; 
And seeing oft, familiar with his pace, 
We wabble first, then travel, and then race. 
+, 6G, 








THE EARLY CLOSING MOVEMENT. 
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FREE-LUNCH. 





‘*Warm?” “Yes, it’s swarm,” said the visi- 
tor, brushing away the mosquitoes. 





Many of the country boys who are on green 
apple diet are beginning to prepare for the 
stage. They have already begun to double up 
in parts. 





‘Go to the ant, thou sluggard ” is all very 
well; but if the sluggard will go to a picnic, 
the ant will come to him. 





‘“AND would you believe it,” said John 
Green, relating to an admiring crowd of rustics 
his adventures in the city: ‘everyone knew 
me. They’d say: ‘ Hello, Greeny, how’s ap- 
ples?’ and lots of them called me Johnny.” 





AT a party, the other evening, a young man 
named Johnson said something about “you 
can chew if you choose to.” And Gilkerson 
immediately made for the door, and, when 
asked where he was going, said: he was going 
down to the barber’s to get the joke shaved, 
it had hair on it. 


How to make Strawberry Shor/cake.—This 
is made very easily. All you have to do is to 
let the small boy in the kitchen ten minutes 
before dinner-time. 





How to make Plum Pudding.—The best way 
to make this is to first find a ripe plum (one of 
these Englishmen who always say, “ Hold 
Hengland is the country, you know), and get 
an old Yank to sit down on him when he be- 
gins to talk about ‘‘ Hengland.” This makes 
very good Plum Pudding. 





How to make Old Harry.—This kind of cake 
can be best made by the small boy of the 
house by creeping under the chair and tying 
his sister’s beau’s legs to the legs of the chair, 
and then going and informing the old man of 
the young man’s whereabouts. When the youth 
rises to make a hasty retreat, he generally gets 
into a stew, and soon Old Harry is made. 





How to make good Jam.—Procure a small 
horn—one of those that all small boys have 
about Christmas time—and go out on the streets 
at night and look up at the comet with it. In 
about four minutes there will be a crowd of 
about two thousand, every one asking if that’s 
Professor Tellthetruth, and crowding and push- 
ing you. You will then have all the Jam you 
wish, Tim Kick. 
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SONNETS ON COLORS. 


No. IX.—GRAY.-—-[ No. 2.] 
I knew beneath the town by kill and bay 
That pallid ripples plashed on sheenless beaches, 
And all the level ocean’s windless reaches 
Were dumb with mist: that all was cool and gray. 
For morning’s car made yet no disarray 
In morning’s clouds: nor held the desert street 
White heralds of midsummer’s swooning heat, 
Nor any sign or promise of the day. 
Yea, and I knew—why dear should this shade be 
Save as tc moths the hue of ruddy flame ?— 
That in her gray eyes ne’er should my eyes see 
How love’s dawn with its tender dayspring came, 
Eyes with chill clearness of her tiring giass, 
Depths wherein shades of shipwrecked souls repass. 
A. E, WarrRous. 


HER POETICAL COLOR. 





THE other night we walked— my love and [— 
Past a saloon (I, penniless, unpaid,) 

And, to draw her attention, passing by 
The awful sign: **ce- Cream and Lemonade,” 

I said: ** Dear love, what would your color be 
If you a sonnet were to write for PUCK?” 

She turned her sad, reproachful orbs on me, 
And murmured: ‘ Cream.”* 

—- MALCOLM DOUGLAS. 


* I told her I was stuck. 











COMETS AND THEIR TAILS. 


By Our Own P. Rocror. 








HE hypothesis held by astronomers in the early 
ages that a comet traversing the heavens was sim- 
ply the dog-star with an ignited coal-oil torch ap- 
pended to its tail, as plausible as it appeared, was 

exploded in the latter part of the fifteenth century. Since 
then the study of the heavens has become so simplified, 
and carried to such a degree of perfection, that in our 
day, when a comet makes its appearance, no two astron- 
omers entertain the same opinion in regard to the tom- 
position of its tail, albeit they may not vary more than 
ten millions of miles as to its length. To the unclothed 
eye, the tail of a comet may not appear more than thirty 
feet in length, when in reality it is more than thirty mil- 
lions of miles long. This, however, is not as marvelous 
as if it looked to be more than thirty millions of miles 
long to the naked vision, and was really only thirty feet 
in length. 

In ancient times the appearance of a comet was re- 
garded as a forerunner of some great calamity. The 
superstitious believed that it heralded a national Green- 
back victory, an irruption of another English comic opera 
company, an international walking-match, or some other 
dire event; but, in this enlightened age, these erratic 
monsters of the heavens create no other alarm than to 
impel weak-minded people to commit suicide to escape 
an imagined catastrophe, and thus lighten the labors of 
the fool-killer. This illustration of the rapid progress of 
science is very encouraging. 

By a singular coincidence, some of the most sanguin- 
ary wars of ancient and modern times have been pre- 
ceded by a flaming comet in the skies, and the inference 
is irresistible that if the American Peace Society, whose 
members are engaged in the commendable work of es- 
tablishing white-winged Peace throughout the length and 
breadth of the land, were to adopt measures to abolish 
comets from the firmament, or at least to prevent them 
from appearing to the people of our world, the grand 
object of their endeavors would be achieved. To bring 
such a laudable undertaking to a successful fruition would 
entail a vast amount of labor, but not as much, certainly, 
as to accomplish the same end by the means the Society 
is now employing. 

It was a debatable question with some of the ancient 
scientists whether a comet’s tail was provided with hair, 
the same as a dog’s. Those who accepted the theory that 
the tail was as hot as molten metal, argued that such a 
degree of heat would singe all the hair off of the most 
healthy tail in existence. This belief has become quite 
general. 

Frequently a comet appears very unexpectedly to as- 
tronomers, and they fail to recognize it, owing to the fact 
that its first discoverer forgot to put his trade-mark on it, 
or engrave his initials on its back, or it may thoughtlessly 
have permitted itself to be born without a strawberry- 
mark on its left arm. 

Thousands of tailless comets are floating through 
space, and occasionally one is seen with the aid of a tel- 
escope; but, as a general rule, a comet without a tail is 
a disreputable affair, and is ashamed to show itself to the 
naked eye. If it undertook to play a ‘‘ star” engagement, 
it would n't draw a paying house once a week, and would 
be unable to liquidate its printing bills. 


. 





Prof. Slow, who has devoted years to the study of 
comets, and never goes gunning for ’em without coming 
home with his game-bag full, asserts that if a comet’s 
tail weighing 23,000,000,000 tons, and traveling at the 
rate of 200,000 miles an hour, were to hit a man along- 
side of the head, he would never know it! If aman was 
struck with a feather, he wouldn’t know it, either; but 
the tax collector would still know where to find him. 
This is the advantage of being struck by a comet. 

In the middle ‘ages comets assumed startling shapes. 
We are told that they appeared as swords of fire, bloody 
crosses, dragons, fish, uplifted arms wielding ponderoms 
swords, etc., thus proving that the whiskey manufactured 


fin those days was frightfully adulterated and copiously 
imbibed. 


‘Lhe very generally accepted theory that comets have no 
influence on things here below is not altogether in accord- 
ance with the facts. For instance, when a comet isa 
prominent object in the sky, hundreds of men go home 
at midnight, or later, with their legs bending and _ totter- 
ing under the heavy load of ‘hics” with which their 
speech is laden, and the on'y explanation they vouchsafe 
their wives is the scientific one that they have been mak- 
ing a spectroscopic analysis of the comet's spectrum. 
And the spect-rum as something to do with it. Some 
men can’t look at a comet through a glass fifteen minutes 
without their voices becoming thickly interpolated with 
‘* hics,” and whether this influence is due to the nucleus 
or the oldcleus has never been fully determined; but Prof. 
Ifuxley, in his exhaustive and exhausting work on ‘ Nu- 
clei and Nodes,” vol. Xxx, p. 8463, says oldclei are in a 
large measure responsible for the phenomenon. 

It is a well-known fact that if a comet’s head was to 
be amputated from its tail, the latter would continue to 
move through space as if nothing had happened. The 
head, instead of returning, and hitching on to its severed 
appendage, would commence to grow out another tail. 
But the abandoned tail would not grow another head. 
This is one of the rules that won’t work both ways. All 
scientists agree that it is easier to say what a comet’s tail 
is zo¢, than what it zs; hence it is safe to assume that it 
is not composed of soda water, socialists’ speeches, beer 
and other gaseous vaporings; albeit, its composition is 
believed to be extremely thin. 

It is customary to bestow upon a comet the name of its 
discoverer—as Donati’s comet, Halley’s comet, etc.— 
therefore, when the comet of 1881—-which was simul- 
taneously discovered by police-men, newspaper reporters, 
boot-blacks, scientists and at least seventeen hundred 
other persons—returns in nineteen hundred and some- 
thing, it will require one entire page of a newspaper to 
name it, but paragraphists will refer to it simply as 
the ‘ Policeman - Bootblack-Smith-Reporter-Jones-et.-al. 
Comet.” 

In summing up, then, we may, without fear of contra- 
diction, affirm that the tail of a comet, if not formed of 
the composition indicated—or, rather, if it is composed 
of matter of which we are not cognizant — appearing as a 
straw-colored garter in the heavens, foreshortened at the 
voltaic arc, the nucleus traveling in conjunction with its 
coma in their hyperbolic orbits, missing its elliptic sec- 
tions, with rising barometer, winds veering west by north- 
east, and its conical tail 1001° above zero, estimating the 
ratio of repulsion before reaching its perihelion equiva- 
lent to the velocity of its coma and semi-colon, and the— 
the—er—the, so to speak, medulla oblongata computed 
from the basis of its axis;—/chen, of course, as the reader 
must see, the compass of its nebular diminishes in lumin- 
osity, and becomes homogeneous after its polarization 
has attained its—its—er—the, as it were, focus of its 
orbit; and if, under these analogous conditions, the tail 
were to hit our earth, it would bust its crust. 

Or words to that effect. 

Much more might be said on the tail of a comet—if we 
could only get on the tail of a comet to say it. 

j. o. WW 








NOCTURNE. 


I’m hid by the honeysuckles 
And seem in fairyland, 
Half a set of female knuckles 
Are resting in my hand. 
Her rings in the moonlight glisten, 
Her sweet breath warms my cheek; 
It seems that the flowers listen, 
It seems the flowers speak. 
The rose says timidly: ‘ Mister, 
Doth love your soul beguile?” 
The lily, her so-called sister, 
Replies: «* Well, I should smile.” 
No goat on the stovepipe ’s dining, 
All nature is at rest, 
While her golden head ’s reclining 
Upon my dollar vest. 
In this nest of honeysuckles 
I find love’s fairyland, 
With half of her total knuckles 
Reposing in my hand. x. K. Munxrtrricx. 








AMUSEMENTS. 


Among the galaxy of stars that coruscate at KosTER 
& BIAL’s Concert HALL must be mentioned Edouard 
Remenyi, who makes the violin articulate in a manner 
calculated to cause one’s hair to curl. 

Mr. George HI. Jessup’s ** Sam’l of Posen ” is the hit 
of the summer season at IIAVERLY’s FOURTEENTH 
STREET THEATRE—attributable, to a great extent, to 
Mr. M. B. Curtis’s clever personation of Sam’/. 





We can’t find anything very new to say about  T e 
Mascotte,” which is now not far off from its hundreth per- 
formance. ‘The Wilbur Opera Company is responsible, 
and the Bijou Opera House is the theatre where it takes 
the responsibility upon itself. 

Rudolf Bial’s Grand Orchestra, at the METROPOLITAN 
CONCERT HALL, plays every night; but Mr. Bial himself 
has, of late, not been contributing much to the grandeur, 
owing to sickness. But we believe that he is now better, 
and a choice programme is, as heretofore, nightly dis- 
coursed, under his masterly baton. 

One does not expect very much in the way of theatri- 
cal amusement at this season, but “The Professor,” at 
the MADISON SQUARE THEATRE, gratifies its auditors. 
The fact is they haven’t the energy to discriminate in 
July and August; and if they had, they would probably 
speak favorably of some parts of the play. 


Answers Hoy the Auvions. 


ILTASELTINE.—Tell her ma. 





C. E. W.—AIl right up to the present time—go ahead. 
Don’t forget, though, that Cockburn and Holburn are 
barred. Try Marjoribanks. 


W. K.—When you next compose another poem like 
*©O Ariadne!” send it to Bloomingdaie Asylum to be 
read to the lunatics, On the homeeopathic principle, it 
ought to cure an aggravated case of acute mania. 


S. J. W.—There is a white-robed angel who is waiting 
to see you on the other side of Jordan. It is the spirit of 
the man who died—died willingly—on reading your 
“joke.” He isa big angel, ane has taken out the back- 
bone of his harp to use fora club, 


S. C. D., Adirondack P. O.—We thank you for send- 
ing us those puns. They brought us back to the pleasant 
days of innocent youth, when those merry jests had for us 
something of the flavor of originality. For a few brief, 
happy moments we forgot that we were grown up and 
had duties and responsibilities in this world—one of the 
duties being the extermination of punsters.”. We are just 
beginning to remember it. 


‘ONE OF THEM.”—We print your letter, merely by 
way of warning to other people who speak before they 
think: 

Rog, July 25th, 1881. 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

I am a great admirer of your paper. * * * * * 
It is a great off-set to commencement essays and long ad- 
dresses. In fact, it is ¢he humorous paper of the world. 
But I have noticed that you mercilessly attack all shades 
of politics and politicians, all sorts of frauds and hum- 
bugs; but you have never attacked but ome redigious de- 
nomination [1.]—the Hews. They seem to be your espe- 
cial butt; every bad trait, real or imagined, in their cha- 
racter, comes, in-for a share of your criticism, but none of 
their manifold good qualities ever become the subject of 
your neat cartoons. Now, did you ever deride the Pres- 
byterians, the Methodists, the Baptists or the Unitarians ? 
[{2.] If so, I have never seen such articles in Puck. 
{3-] Why this thusness? Possibly you do not know that 
the already deep prejudice in this section of the country 
may be increased even in such petty ways. Perhaps you 
do not know that no Jew ever sat on a jury in this county, 
although our officers swear to select men only with refer- 
ence to their fitness for this duty? Perhaps you are not 
aware of the numberless annoyances suffered by Jews in 
this country through the unreasonable bigotry of an en- 
lightened people? I really think if you did know all 
th.se things, you might turn your irresistible batteries of 
fun and sarcasm against these religious bigots, and not 
against the subjects of their fanatical prejudice. 

ONE OF THEM. 


[1.] We have never attacked amy religious denomina- 
tion. We have attacked the unworthy members of all 
denominations. [2.] Yes, whenever they deserved it. 
{3-] Probably you have not. You seem to have read 
Puck very carelessly. We have never made fun of the 
Jews as a race, or of their religion. We have made fun 
of the follies and absurdities of Jews, just as we have 
made fun of the follies and absurdities of Christians and 
of atheists; and we shall continue to do so. Mr. One. of- 
Them, you are as yet in the daisy state of mental de- 
velopment. Don’t try to flower too early. 























ENEMIES OFHE 


COLUMBIA TO GARFIHLD.—“They may annoy usifthey | 
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joy usifthey can’t hurt us—we both have good Constitutions!” 
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SKETCHES OF VARIOUS ‘‘CRANKS.” 
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OLD BACHELOR ‘* CRANK.” 








MARRIED MISERIES. 


WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR PUCK, BY ARTHUR LOT. 





No. 17 —Our Rural Home. 


HAD hired the house in the country which 
Mrs. Lot had selected, but, before doing 
so, | had suggested to her that she had 
better make a thorough examination of the 
place. ‘I have seen all that is necessary,” re- 
sponded she. ‘I drove past it when we went 
to Georgie’s, and I like its appearance. Be- 
sides, Georgie has examined it, and she says 
that it is a very good country house. You go 
and hire it before some one else obtains it.” 

1 did not believe that tenants were sitting 
up all night watching for an opportunity to 
get that house; but I obeyed orders and hired 
the house for a year. 

As the house was vacant, we moved into it a 
few days before the first day of May. 

Those fortunate individuals who have en- 
joyed the delights of moving only in a city, 
cannot appreciate the happiness which came 
to us, The usual Spring mud filled the country 
roads; it was so deep that the wheels of the 
wagons buried themselves up to their hubs at 
each revolution. 

To add to our pleasure, one of the wagons 
was upset. Of course it was the one which 
should have been guarded most carefully. Mrs. 
Lot’s favorite rocking-chair lost one of its arms, 
her dressing-bureau lost its handles and its mir- 
ror, her piano was knocked into smithereens, 
her best china—well, I spare you the recital. 
When Mrs. Lot’s optics fell upon her wrecked 
household goods, she burst into a flood of tears. 
She looked like Dido weeping over the flitting 
of Afneas, or Niobe, or some other of those 
ancient weepers. (I like classical allusions, 
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MINISTERIAL ‘ CRANK.” 








| but it requires extensive study of the diction- 


aries to keep up a fellow’s reputation for learn- 
ing.) I begged the cartman to hurry away; 
that alone saved his life. Mrs. Lot is woman 
enough to burst into tears, but, after she has 
wept her weep, then look out. 

| We moved things around a little, on the the- 
| ory that we were putting them to rights. Then 
| Mrs. Lot sat down on the sewing-machine and 
remarked: 

** Don’t you think the girl had better start a 
fire in the heater? It will take the chill off of 
the house. ’’ 

‘What heater ?” asked I. 


patiently. 

‘* There isn’t any.” 

‘** No heater!” ejaculated she. ‘‘ How are we 
to warm the house ?” 

‘Probably the new company, which is to 
distribute heat, like gas, by the foot, will reach 
this place by next winter,” suggested I. 

Mrs. Lot looked sharply at me, but my face 
was as solemn as an owl's. She left me then 
and made little excursions to various parts of 
the house. Presently she returned. 

‘*T cannot find the bath-tub,” said she. 

‘*Of course not, my dear! It is an axiom 
| of philosophy that what does not exist cannot 
| be found. ‘There is no bath-tub.” 

‘* Nonsense!”” exclaimed she. ‘ How did 
| the former tenants bathe themselves?” 

‘** Probably they put one foot in a saucer, 
and washed one side of their bodies at a time,” 
suggested I. 

“* Pshaw!”’ said Mrs. Lot. 
|  * Oh, my dear,” added I, “I am prepared to 
admit that they never did bathe. Some people 
are like cats; they seem to have no affinity 
| for water.” 














‘« The heater in the cellar,” answered she im- | 
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** Don’t you hear the water running in the 
kitchen ?” asked she. ‘Surely the girl has 
carelessly left the water running.” 

** Don’t worry about that,” said I. ‘* There's 
no water in the house.” 

“Where do we get water, then ?” ejaculated 
she. , 
‘* There’s a cistern in the back yard, and a 
pump at the bottom of the garden.” 

Mrs. Lot, thoroughly overcome, sat down on 
a trunk and reflected. Meanwhile, as the poet 
says, the shades of evening slowly closed 
around us, 

‘*Light the gas,” said Mrs. Lot in a gentle 
tone. 

‘** There isn’t any,” suggested I. 

“* Gracious!” exclaimed she. ‘ What are we 
to do for a light ?” 

‘*«'To-morrow we can buy some lamps, and 
then enjoy the radiance of the festive kerosene.” 

“But to-night— to-night ?” exclaimed she. 

‘We'll sit up till we are tired of the dark, 
and then we'll go to bed.” 

Mrs. Lot did not say another word, | knew 
that she was weeping, but it was no part of my 
plan to console her. In fact, the worse the 
situation was the better I liked it. I hoped that 
she would insist upon moving back to the city. 

Unfortunately my sister-in-law, Georgie, 
came to our new home on the following morn- 
ing, and consoled Mrs. Lot by informing her 
that our place was a very good specimen of 
country houses. At the first opportunity | 
could find, I besought Georgie to refrain from 
encouraging Mrs. Lot to remain there. 

‘“‘The truth is, Georgie,” said I, “that I 
would be pleased to have her leave the place.” 

‘‘And yet, if I remember correctly,” said 
Georgie, ‘‘ during the past year you often said 
that you liked to have me near you.” 
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‘* Looking upon you, my dear Geor- 
gie,” I responded, ‘as one of the 
adjuncts of civilization, it was very 
pleasant to have you at our house; |. 
but, if you banish a man to Alaska, | 
do you suppose that the society of 
even -a charming sister-in-law can 
console him for the loss of his ac- 
customed comforts ?” 

“1 don’t know,” replied Georgie 
with a laugh; “‘ but I am so fond of 
your society that I mean to keep you 
and Mrs, Lot here, if I can.” 

I regret to add that she succeeded. 
If | had been left alone, I might have 
managed to inveigle Mrs. Lot back 
to the land flowing with Croton and | 
gas, and electricity, and heat, etc.; | 
but the twc women proved too many | 
for me. Again and again have I read, | 
with unbounded admiration and as- 
tonishment, of the skillful manner in 
which that remarkable saint, the late 
lamented Brigham Young, used to 
manage forty or fifty better-halves, 
Well, different qualities are given to 
different men. Some fellows can man- 
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’Tis FOLLY TO BE WEISSE. 


IS BLISS— 


our ‘ devil,” and we let him see a copy of this 
new book. He went into laughing hysterics, 
and had to be conveyed home on a dray. As 
soon as he revives he will commence action 
against us for bodily injury. We in turn shall 
arrest Messrs. Keppler & Schwarzmann, the 
publishers, for leading us into trouble, and 
a great suit may be expected. If your life is 
insured, and you want to do your family a 
great good by giving them a chance to get the 
insurance money, send 25 cents to Puck, 
New York, for a copy of this book.—Fudton 
Times. 

Puck ON WHEELS arrived day before yes- 
terday, and that is the reason why a great 
many things that we promised to “ put in” 
this week are left out. You see we stopped 
work right off, tipped back our easy chair and 
prepared to laugh, and we did laugh. It is 
by far the neatest mélange of genuine wit and 
humor of the year. PUCK ON WHEELS for 
this summer is dedicated to the hotel clerk, 
that ‘‘foster-child of Toughness and cold 
Cheek.” The sporting department is what we 
might term excruciatingly funny and —but, 
pshaw! we do not propose to give a table of 
contents when you can buy it anywhere for 
25 cents.—Detroit Chaff. 

We were about to notice the receipt of 
PuCK ON WHEELS, when information reached 
us that the first edition had been exhausted. 
We have no desire to aggravate Messrs. Kepp- 








age with ease a dozen spirited horses, 

while others again can hardly struggle success- 
fully with an old blind mule. However, it’s a 
lucky thing for Brigham that he never annexed 
Mrs. Lot. If he had, she would have burst up 
that Mormon business quicker than Jersey 
lightning will scorch the throat, if she had not 
been allowed to run the machine. 

Chaos began to give place to order before 
Mrs, Lot again referred to the shortcomings of 
our home. Now, though my wife sometimes 
yields to circumstances, vet that performance 
goes very much against her grain. She hates 
to be imposed upon; but she dislikes, above all 
things, to let the person who has imposed on 
her imagine that she is not aware of his tricks. 
Now I differ from her, because under such cir- 
cumstances, I do not care to own up that I 
have been humbugged. Mrs. Lot concluded 
to remain in our new home, but she insisted 
that I should go and tell the landlord about 
the deficiencies of his house. 

‘¢ But he knows all about them,” said I. 

“Then tell him to supply what is lacking.” 

‘“* But, my dear, he won’t do it.” 

** You don’t know that,” said she firmly. 

‘*« Experience teaches,” said i. ‘‘ Landlords 
haven’t fallen into that habit.” 

“I don’t care,” said she. ‘‘ You go and tell 
him about it.” 

In obedience to her orders, I went to our 
landlord. 

“ Mr. Smith,” said I, “‘ there’s no gas in your 
house at Plaintown.” 

“ Ah!” said he. 

** And no water.” 

“‘ There’s a beautiful cistern.” 

** And no bath-room.” 

* Ah!” 

“ And no bath-tub.” 

“ Ah!” 

“‘ And no heater.” 

“cc Ah!” 

_“‘And no storm-doors, no blind-doors, no 
piazza, no stationary wash-tubs, no range, no 
water-back, no dumb-waiter, no speaking-tubes, 
no telephone.” 

“* You are amply correct, Mr. Lot,’”’ said he 
sadly. 

That encouraged me, and so I remarked 
cheerfully : 

“Those things should be there.” 

‘They should be,” said my landlord promptly. 
“T have said that to every one of my tenants, 
And, Mr. Lot,” added he, taking me confi- 
dentially by the lapel of my coat, “I tell you, 
as I have told every one of my tenants, I con- 
sent, in the fullest and freest manner I consent, 








to allow you to put any or all of those things 
in my house—” 

‘* Ah,” interrupted I, ‘‘ and you will allow—” 

““One moment,” said he, interrupting me. 
**} consent to allow you to put any or all of 
those things in my house—at your expense.” 

“‘Then you will not put them in?” I asked, 
quite chapfallen. 

“T have no present intention of doing so,” 
said he; ‘ but, if I should change my mind, 
I'll drop you a postal-card to that effect.” 

I detailed that conversation to Mrs. Lot. 

‘“* He’s a brute!” said she quite positively. 

Her observation may have been the exact 
truth, but nevertheless we remained there in 
our country home. 








THE PAZAN OF PATTER. 
Pete Patter wore a pair of clogs— 
Our word we hope you'll trust; 
That, when he danced upon the stage, 
The audience saw dust. 
In spangled tights he cased his limbs, 
And ere his act was done, 
The well-known line was realized— 
‘Two souls that beat as one.” 
Pete plied his pedals actively 
To make the small boys shout, 
And when good humor they were in, 
Their favorite was called out. 
In course of time Pete’s knees got stiff, 
From dearth of Nature’s oil— 
But at the last he kicked the air, 
And shuffled off Life’s coil. 
—Erratic Enrique, in N. ¥. News. 








“BLUSHING HONORS THICK UPON” 
Puck ON WHEELS. 


Dr. Puck:—This being the day set apart for the crack 
of doom, I feel that*I cannot die happy without submit- 
ting a testimonial to the efficiency of PucK ON WHEELS. 
I was myself troubled with despondency induced by inabil- 
ity to pay a maturing note. I seriously contemplated 
suicide. One application entirely cured me. I borrowed 
the money, paid the note, and will now be happy for at 
least thirty days. My wife and seventeen of the children 
were also sick unto death with despondency, caused by 
eating cucumbers. PuCK ON WHEELS cured them. 
There’s nothing like it, and everybody should know that 
the book may be obtained of all newsdealers. 

Thanktuily yours, 
Stray SAND.— Oil City Derrick. 

We are in receipt of PucK ON WHEELS. The cover 
represents Puck in his usual dress. But it is a mean book 
after all. A good old deacon who had not smiled for 
fifteen years called in our office the uther day to convert 





ler and Schwarzmann by creating a demand 
through this puff which the publishers will be unable to 
supply in next edition; but even at the risk of disappoint- 
ing one in ten of our ‘* numerous readers,” we cannot 
conscientiously refrain from advising them to secure this 
admirable summer solace at an outlay of two York shil- 
lings. — Camden Daily Post. 

**T imagine that the best criticism to be made on Puck 
ON WHEELS is that it is simply the essence of PUCK with 
the large cartoons left out. By this time it has, beyond a 
doubt, been so widely circulated, and so universally read, 
that to give an extended criticism of it were ‘to paint the 
lily and gild refined gold.’ As an established headquar- 
ters of American humor, PUCK’s reputation has become 
fixed. And to parody ¢hose beautiful words, it will soon 
be, if it is not now, ‘first in fun, first in jollity, and first in 
the laughter of its countrymen.’”— 7. B. Dorsey, in Bal- 
timore Every Saturday. 


Puck ON WHEELS No 2 is out in all its panoply of 
humor. The illustrations are unusually good, and the 
letter-press is enlivened by ‘ Quipple Yarrow,” Munkit- 
trick, Starkweather, Croffut, T. H. Robertson and other 
journalistic comedians.— WV. Y. Mews. 


Puck ON WHEELS lies on our table, and it is an “ im- 
mense thing on wheels.” It is full of funny sayings, 
sensible sarcasms and pointed paragraphs, and will do a 
sick man more good than all the physicians in town. It 
is worth fifty times the price to any one.—Paducah ( Ay.) 
Enter prise. 

The only way to do full justice to PucK ON WHEELS 
for 1881 is to read it from beginning to end. The man 
or woman who does this will be granted free immunity 
from a doctor’s bill, certainly for one year.—Jferiden 
Recorder. 

PucK ON WHEELS No. 2 is now abroad in the land, 
and newsagents will supply them to the hungry at 25 
cents.— Laramie City Boomerang. 


We have just received PuCK ON WHEELS from its 
publishers in New York. It is the best annual ever issued 
from a printing press, and that is saying a good deal, 
Buy a copy. — Guelph (Canada) Daily Herald. 





Copies of PuCK ON WHEELS (No 1), for 1880, may 
still be had by prompt application to the International 
News Company, 31 Beekman Street, N. Y., or to Puck 
Office, 21 and 23 Warren Street., N. Y. 





Don’t physic, for it weakens and destroys, but use 
Hop Bitters, that builds up, up! 


~ FINE SILK ‘HATS, $3.20; worth $5.00; DERBIES, 
$1.90; worth $3.00. 15 New Church Street, up Stairs. 


GOOD BABIES. 
Tis a jolly day from East to West, 
For children thrive, and mothers rest, 
The darling girls all named Victoria, 
And, with the boys, they have CASTORIA. 
It is a fact, there is no ‘‘ maybe,” 
A mother’s milk can’t save the baby, 
While sweet Casroria digests their food, 
Gives them health and makes them good. 


ROSS’S ROYAL BELFAST GINGER ALE, 
ORIGINAL IMPORTED. 
SAFEST DRINK IN HoT WEATHER, NON INTOXICATING. 
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SUNSTROKE. 


NEw ORLEANS, June 16th, 1881. 


No case of sunstroke need be fatal if 
prompt measures, as detailed below, are 
followed. 

During the extraordinary hot summer of 
1868 I was in charge of the St. Louis 
Tranfer Company’s teams, and we em- 
ployed 130 men. These men were exposed 
to the burning rays of the sun nearly all 
day long, and several were sunstruck. In 
every case the treatment I followed was 
successful. I took the patient into the shade, 
set the body upright, took bucketfuls of ice 
water and poured them over the head, at 
the same time putting into the stomach 
large doses of Brown’s Essence of Jamaica 
Ginger. 

The application of the cold water cooled 
the heated brain, but without a reaction, 
there would have been congestion of the 
brain and sudden death. The strong ex- 
tract of Ginger, better than brandy, caused 
this immediate reaction and sent the warm 
blood back into the cooled brain. 

In each and'every case the patient was 
enabled, after two hours rest, to mount his 
wagon and drive to the stables. 

I adopted the same treatment to a well- 
known gentleman of St. Louis who had 
fallen one severely hot day atr P.M. In 
an hour he was himself again. 

This treatment is so simple that almost 
any person can apply it, but it must be ap- 
plied at once. No time must be lost run- 
ning for a doctor or for the Charity Hos- 
pital wagon. 

Take the patient into the nearest shady 
spot and go to work upon him as directed, 
and he, or she, will come out all right. 

After they have regained consciousness, 
which will be in less than half an hour, 
they can be supplied, moderately, with 
cool water. 

With this treatment promptly and fear- 
lessly administered, no single case of sun- 
stroke need be fatal. With respect, 

J. G. Fountain, 
—TZhe New Orleans Weekly Picayune. 





STRAITON & STORM’S 


opal Owl Seques 
The finest they have ever produced, 


Royal Owl Cigarettes, 


ALL HAVANA TOBACCO, 


FREE FROM ALL ADULTERATIONS, AND GUARAN- 
TEED AS FINE AS CAN BE MADE FROM TOBACCO. 





Smokers will find the Ow. Havana CiGaArettTes Pure Rice 
Paper Wrappers, the best of the kind offered for sale. 





DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess. 
162 W. 23rd St., bet. 6th & 7th Aves. N. Y. 





Ir matters continue to progress in the same 
line as they have lately, we may expect to wake 
up some morning and read telegrams like the 
following: ‘“ Queen Victoria feels no anxiety. 
Windsor Castle is guarded by 200,000 men. 
No nitro-glycerine has been found in the royal 
apartments since last Monday. Some villain 
put dynamite into the Prince of Wales’s horse 
on Tuesday, and when out riding in the Long 
Walk the animal blew up. The Prince was 
thrown violently into the air, but landed safely 
on the top of one of the beautiful Druid oaks. 
He afterwards drove down to Eton and took 
lunch with Dr. Goodford.” ‘BerRLin, August 
21st.—Emperor William just found four pins 
in a mutton chop; they were all loaded with 
arsenic and cleverly bored out. He gave the 
chop to a pet dog, which bolted it and died in 
three minutes. The Emperor is in excellent 
spirits.” St. PETERSBURG, August 22d.—En- 
tire royal family blown up. Buried Alexander 
the Third’s left ear—all that could be found of 
him. Requiem Mass held for the missing por- 
tions. Back-comb of Czarina found four miles 
out of town. Requiem will be held and back- 
comb put in coffin. Some singed hair found 
in Siberia, supposed to belong to Prince Dol- 
gorowsckiwitz, will be buried on arrival. No 
news of any importance.”—San Francisco News 
Letter. 


THE man who claims to be in possession of 
the first bullet: fired at the President, says it 
went through his clothing and was stopped by 
a medal which he has worn on his breast for 
twelve years. ‘That is where he made a very 
great mistake, If he had reported that he had 
a copy of the revised edition in his pocket, and 
that the bullet stopped in it at the passage 
where the words “thou shalt not bear false 
witness,” etc., appear, it would have looked 
more reasonable. 

P. S.— If the words quoted above are not in 
the Revised Edition, some others may be substi- 
tuted. We are not particular about a little 
thing like that.—Od City Derrick. 


It is becoming unfashionable out West to 
commit suicide. When a man or woman is 
tired of life, he or she attends a picnic and 
partakes of the lemonade or ice-cream prepared 
for the occasion. This saves the expense of 
poison, and there is less stigma attached to the 
act.—Norristown Herald. 


Ir is reported that Loring will continue Le 
Duc’s experiments at raising tea. He not only 
expects to raise an article that looks less like 
tea than that Le Duc produced, but he may 
be able to make it taste worse and be sure to 
make a man deathly sick. He is bound to beat 
Le Duc’s record.— Boston Post, 





Shan’t I take a Blue Pill? 


No, don’t take it and run the risk of mercurial poisons, but 
when bilious and constipated get a box of the celebrated Kidney- 
Wort and it will speedily cure you. It is nature’s great remedy 
for constipation, and for all kidney and liver diseases. See adv. 





Hub Punch—Excursions and Parties. 


With this article ready, a bowl of very delicious punch can be 
brewed impromptu. 


THE 
GREAT GERMAN 


| REMEDY 
og) amma] RHEUMATISM 


NEURALGIA, 
SCIATICA, | 
LUMBA6O, 
BACKACHE, 


GourT, 
SORENESS 


OF THE 


CHEST, 


SORE THROAT, 
QUINSY, 
SWELLINGS 


AND 


SPRAINS, 
FROSTED FEET 


AND 


EARS, 


General Bodily Pains 


TOOTH, EAR 
AND 
HEADACHE, 


ALL OTHER PALS 


ACHES. 


No Preparation on earth equals St. JacoBs OIL as a SAFE, 
SURK, SIMPLE and CHEAP External Remedy. A trial entails 
but the comparatively — outlay of 50 Cents, and every 
one suffering with pain can have cheap and positive proof of 


its claims. » RECTIONS IN ELEVEN LANGUAGES. 
SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS AND DEALERS IN MEDICINE, 
A. VOGELER & CO. 
Baltimore, Md., U. 8. A. 








EPPS’S COCOA. 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


*« By a thorough knowledge of the natural laws which govern 
che operations of digestion and nutrition, and by a careful appli- 
pation of the fine properties of well-selected cocoa, Mr. Epps has 
wrcvided our breakfast-tables with a delicately flavored beverage 
which may save us many heavy doctors’ bills It is by the judici- 
ous use of such articles of diet that a constitution may be grad- 
ually built up until strong enough to resist every tendency to di- 
sease. Hundreds of subtle maladies are floating around us ready 
to attack whereever there is a weak point. We may escape many 
a fatal shaft by keeping ourselves well fortified with pure blood 
and a properly nourished frame.— Civil Service Gazette. 

Sold only in soldered tins, half and pound, labelled 


JAMES EPPS & CO., 
Homeopathic Chemists, London, England. 


THE LIGHT-RUNNING 


The latest improvement in Sewing Machines, combining extreme 
simpiicity with great strength and durability. 
oted for fine workmansh p and excellence of production. 
Does not fatigue the operator . 
Send for a set of our new CHROMO CARDS. 
JOUNSON, CLARK & CO., 
30 Union Square, New tork; or Orange, Mass. 








LYONS’ UMBRELLAS 
Arse Stampep ‘‘ Lyon, MAKeEk,’’ AND ARE ONLY For SALE BY 
First-CLass DEALERS. 





$72 A WEEK. $12 day at home easily made. Costly outfit 
free. Address Trus & Co., Augustag Maine. 


NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 








To insure prompt attention, Advertisers will please 
hand in their copy for new announcements or alterations 
at least one week ahead of the issue in which they are 
to appear. PUBLISHERS “PUCK.” 


Third Edition : 


PUCK ON WHEELS 


Price, 25 Cents. 








Established 1838. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


QO Importers, Manufacturers and Dealers in 
\ ¥ 









Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Solid Silver & Plated Wares, 
363 CANAL STREET, 
Bet.S.5th Ave. & Wooster St., New York. 


Bargains in every department. 

American Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 
Solid 14 k. Gold American Stem Winder, $50. 
Diamond Studs, $10 and upwards. Wedding 
Rings, $3and npwards. The iargest assortment of 
5 Jewelry at lowest prices. Repairing of every de- 
7 scription neatly executed. Goods sent C. 0. D to 
any part of the U.S. New Illustrated Price List. 


“COLUMBIA BICYCLE. 1 
VP 
AD 


The Bicycle has proved itself to be a perma- 
FF ;/i)\ 





nent, practical road vehicle, and the number 

in daily use is rapidly increasing. Professional 

and business men, seekers after health or pleas- 
ure, all join in bearing witness to its merits. 

Send 3c. stamp for catalogné with price list 
THE POPE WF’G CO., 

46 Summer St., Boston, Mass. .= 


soteetenshihtnmsentateeamnendidnirhaeti-a-aortoecaenetoat-cateeneemeeenhennadindiiieaaiacianiietena ane 
CA NVASSERE Make from $25 to $50 per week selling 

goods for E.G. RIDEOUT & CO., 10 Barclay Street, New 
York. Send for Catalogue and terms. 
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CLEAR - MIXED 


Covled on Ice, With Fine Ice, 


A DELICIOUS DRINK 


(Pure and Wholesome) 


For ase in Poensrere, Hotels, 
Clab-, Picnics, Partie es, ete, 


HUB PUNCH 


READY ON OPENING. 


The thing needed in wine cellars. 





Delightful as an after-dinner 
Cordial, and a refreshing Bev- 
erage when mixed with Water, 
Soda, Lemonade, Cold Tea, 
Milk, ete. 





“Like nectar.’’— Boston Courier. 

“ Delicious.’’—Boston Transcript. 

** Invaluable for a little treat. 

Many lack the savor /atre to brew Punch. 

Hub Punch is indispensable wherever 
known.”’— Spirit of the Times, N. Y. 


Hub Punch owes its Popularity to the pur- 
ity and exquisite flavor of its components. 
The delicious, cooling juice of selected Limes 
and Lemons united as prime ingredients 
with Choice Imported Liquors in this de- 
lightfal article, imparts a tonic quality, 
highly approved by physicians. 


CAUTION .—The Wide Popularity of HUB PUNCH has 
to the appearance of inferior imitations composed of cheap, 
deleterious material, and utterly unworthy vf patronage Reject 
these and see that you oltain the genuine , with the name of 
“THE HUB PUNCH REGISTERED” —blown in the glass, 
also the name of the propr zetors under the capsule over the cork 
of each bottle, All infringements will be promptly prosecuted. 








Sold by Grocers, Wine Merchants and Druggists. 
C. H. GRAVES & SONS, Prop’s, Boston, Mass. 


CHAMPLIN’S 
LIQUID 
PEARL. | Se:cns ne torte.” 


CHAMPLIN & CO., Props., Buffalo, N. Y. 


DECKER’S 


POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy terms, 
Good second had tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 726 BROADWAY,.NEW YORK. 


“JUST OUT.” 
BOOK OF INSTRUCTION 
IN THE USE OF 
INDIAN CLUBS, 


DUMB.BELLS, 


And other exercises. Also in the Games of 


QUOITS, ARCHERY ETC. 


Fully ineweated, bound in cloth. Pri 
zNT TO ANY PART OF THE U.S. 
erie i RECEIPT OF 30c POSTAGE STAMPS 
M. BORNSTEIN, Publisher, 
(5 Ann St. New York. 


B EATT WS 7 18 useful stops, 5 sets reeds 
._ Pianos. $ 5 up. 
Ilns. Catalogue, FREE. Addsene. BEATTY, Washington, N. J. 


H. WALDSTEIN, 


EXPERT OPTICIAN, 


41 Union Square, New York. 
Eves Fittep with Surtrasce Grasses. Consultation, i» quiry 
and correspondence solicited from those whose sight is impaired. 
Fietp, Marin, ()PgRA and Touri:ts GLA sEs of superior 
quality, anda choice assortment of Opricat Guops at moderate 
Prices. Artificial Human Eyes. Send for Catalogue. 


DO YOUR OWN PRINTING 


Presses and outfits from $3 to $500 
Over 2.000 styles of type. Catalogue and 
reduced price list free. 


H. HOOVER, Phila., Pa. 





This fragrant and exquisite 
cosmetic offers to all who de- 
sire to have a beautiful com- 
plexion, an article not only 
absolutely safe, but possessing 
the most valuable qualities for 
beautifying ind preserving the 
skin Sold by all druggists. 































INDIAN ELOQUENCE. 
ADDRESS OF CHIEF COLOROW WHEN INVITED TO 
TAKE A WALK. 

‘“¢ When the white father starts the music, we 
waltz to it, 

“We have been asked to irrigate the country 
here and hoe corn like the white man. Our 
hearts are heavy, and we cannot promote the 
string-bean. We will do what is right, but we 
cannot work, The Indian cannot hunt the 
potato-bug when the dear and antelope are 
ripe. He cannot dig post-holes in the hot sun 
when the chance calls upon him to go forth 
into the forest. 

“ Here, where we have roamed through the 
tall grass and hunted the deer and buffalo, the 
pale-face asks us to dig irrigation ditches and 
plow the green earth with a rebellious mule. 

“‘ Here, where our war-cry has been answered 
back by the giant hills, we are told to whack 
bulls and join the church. 

‘¢ They come to us and tell us to go to school 
and wear pants. They ask us to learn the lan- 
guage and go to Congress. They send men to 
us who want us to learn to spell and wear sus- 
penders. 

‘“*We cannot do this. We are used to the 
ways of our people. Our customs are as old 
as the universe. We scratch our backs against 
the mountain pine as my people did a thousand 
y:ars ago, We cannot change. We can leave 
our land, but we cannot change our socks every 
spring and do as the white man does. 

“We can go away from our homes and live 
in a strange land, but we cannot wear open- 
back shirts and lead in prayer. 

‘¢ Warriors, we will go to the land our white 
father has given us. We will take our squaws 
and our yeller do_s, our wigwams and our fleas. 

‘‘We will go to our new home beyond the 
river now, and when the autumn comes we will 
take a bridal tour back to this country. 

‘* We will construct a holocaust, whatever 
that is, and spatter the intellectual faculties of 
the ranchers all over the country. 

“This is all. Iam done. I have made my 
remarks. I have twittered my twit.”— idl 
Nye, in Larami: City Boomerang. 

An Austin man wants to bet that he can 
sleep for a week, All he has to do is to hire 
himself out in a store that does not advertise. 
—Texas Siftings. 





(Fall River (Mass.) Daily Herald.] 
Barnard Manufacturing Company. 

Mr. Isaac L. Hart, Superintendent, No. 3 Ashton 
Street, says: ‘‘I have used that superior remedy, St. 
Jacobs Oil, in a severe case of rheumatism in my arm, 
and its effect was wonderful, having banished, after a 
thorough trial, all pain, leaving my arm as well as ever.” 





USE 
MORGAN'S 


HAND SAPOLIO 


The Best Toilet and Bath Soap 
in the World. 


Removes Tan, Ink and All Stains, 
Leaving the Skin Soft and White. 
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—CarlHSch ultzs 


Carbonie. 
Seltersg Vichy. 


860 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


The Three Standard Table Waters. 


Highly Sparkling and Absolutely Pure. 

Unsurpassed as Diluents for Wines and Liquors. 

The Favorite Table Drink of a Host of Families 
including Over Two Hundred of the Principal 
Physicians. 

For Sale in all Hotels, Clubs, Wine Rooms and 
Dewi Stores, 

hipped in Boxes of 50 Large Bottles to all 

Pate of the Country. 





QSTURA 





BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 
An excellent appetizing tonic of 
A exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole world, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, 
q@ and ali disorders of the Digestive 
4H Organs. A few drops impart a 
delicious flavor to a g!ass of cham- 
pane, and to all summer drinks. 

‘ry it, but beware of counterfeits. 
Ask your grocer or druggist for 
the qrauine article, manufactured 
by J. G. B. SLEGERT & 
SONS. 


J. W. HANCOX, Sole Ag’t 


apenas OE =] Broadway, N.Y. 


Anheuser-Busch BrewiNg-Assoc i. 


ST. LOUIS, Mo. 


We are now receiving daily shipments of this Brewery’s 
celebrated Beer which is finding so much favor at the Metropolitan 
Concert Hall, and in all places where it is sold. Dealers who 
wish to keep it will please apply to 


A.C. L. & 0. MEYER, Sole Agents, 
49 Broad Street, NEW YORK. 


PRINCIPAL DEPOT OF 


EUROPEAN MINERAL WATERS. 


Apollinaris, Hunyadi, 
Gieshiibler, Homburg, Kronthal, 
Schwalbach, Selters, Taunus, Vichy, 
quelle, and fifty others. 

DEPOT FOR ALL AMERICAN WATERS. 

Bottlers of RinGLer’s New York, Cincinnati, Toledo and Mil- 
wauk e Beer. Agents for 

GEBRUEDER HOEHL, Geisenheim. Rhine Wines. 

TH. L AMARQU E & CO., Bordeaux. Clarets. 

DUBOIS FRERE & CAG INION, Cognac. Brandies. 

P. SCHERER & CO., 
48 Barclay Street, New York. 


D. G. YUENGLING, JR.’S 


EXTRA FINE 


DOUBLE BEER 


competes with the best of Imported Brands, 















Carlsbad, Ems, Friedrichshall, 
Kissingen, Marienbad, Pillaa- 
3irmensdorf, Wilhelms- 





BREWERY, 
NEWLY BUILT, WITH ALL ‘THE MODERN IMPROVE. 
MENTS, 


Cor. 128th St. and 10th Ave., N. Y. 








JAMES M. BELL & CO. 
31 Broadway, New York. 
Price, Per Case, (One Dozen)............-...+++ $6.00 


$66 a week . your own town. Terms and $5. Outfit Free. 
Address, H. Hatretrt & Co., Portland, Maine. 
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JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 
STEEL PENS 


o1.coBrALL OEALERS THrovuGHour Int WOALC 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878. 
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No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
. Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 
212 BROADWAY. 


KANOX, 


ENGLISH HATS, 
‘‘Martin’s” Umbrellas. 


Corner Fulton Street. THE HATTER'S Pacael o terdien Novelties. 





STYLES ARE CORRECT!! 


WORLD RENOWNED 





QUALITY—THE BEST}! “= 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable 7 AV *¥*@&% can be found in every city in the U.S. 





MC CANN'S HATS 


$2.90 FOR A $5.00 SILK HAT. 
$1.75 FOR A $2.50 SOFT HAT. 
$2.40 FOR A $3.50 DERBY HAT. 








218 bth A ERY 


WI. 
Ren 
LI ty NY 
cline 
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ARE THE BEST. 
+FOR SALE+ 


EVERYWHERE. 























New Mode, ae Suop, CHAMPION 
2 : 


It has a Patent Top Snap Action, by means of 
which the gun can Top 8 by 7 pressing the the lever either to 
the right or left; an ine Look found in no othergun. It 

pee the Bae tt ock, which ensures safety in 

doubt he other improvements are the 


istol OCckK, and the Paten “En 
Fe pote of the Patent F ene Sheen 

a= ing, 8 tached from the stock in an instant, an 
~y yf rep! —_ The shells used in this gun are the cen- 
paper or brass. The brass shells can be reloaded 
tals ‘tlnsea. Prices <i Plain Barrels, 12 bore, $15.00; Plain 
Barrels, 19 bore, $1 Twist Barrels, 12 bore, $18.00; Twist 

Barrels, 10 bore, $19.00. Addres 
P. LO aL, & SONS, Gun Dealers, Boston, Mass. 
oa Send stamp for Tilustrated Catalogue, 


KEEP’S SHIRTS, 
GLOVES, UMBRELLAS, UNDERWEAR, ec, 


Samples and Sipavities mailed free. 
KEEP MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 


STORES: 
341 FULTON STREET, BROOKLYN. 
637 & 1193 BROADWAY, and 80 NASSAU ST., NEW YORK. 


ARNHEIM 


The Tailor, 


190 & 192 BOWERY, cor. SPRING ST., 


NEW YORK CITY. 


Aa Be careful of Imitators, and note the Number of our Estab- 
lishment, as we have no connection whatever with any other 
House on the Bowery. .6@ 








Fine Cassimere Pants, Made to Order. .$4.00 


Elegant Suits, Made to Order... .... $16.00 


ARTISTIC CUTTING. 
SAMPLES, FASHION PLATE, AND RULES FOR SELF- 
MEASUREMENT SENT FREE ON APPLICATION. 


Tue Danbury News tells of a cat being chloro- 
formed to death, buried in the garden, and a 
rosebush planted over itsremains. ‘‘ The next 
morning the cat appeared at the door to be 
let in, and had the rosebush under its arm.” 
We wouldn’t lie that way for two dollarsa day. 
We should have told a more plausible story, 
and made the rosebush appear at the door, 
scratching to get in, with the cat under its arm, 
—WNorristown Herald. 


OccasIONALLY we hear of children being 
eaten by rats. It seems to us that we are not 
availing ourselves of the compensations there 
might be in Chinese citizenship by failing to 
establish schools for the training of children in 
the art of rat-eating.— Yonkers Gazette. 


PETROLEUM V. Naspy was at the last Derby, 
and he writes home that everybody was drunk. 
We have seen men picked up on the streets 
here who thought the whole police force on a 
bender. —Detroit Free Press. 

THE goats in the large cities will probably 
hold a glorification meeting. Hoop-skirts are 
coming into fashion, and all fears of a famine 
among goats for some years are dissipated.— 
Norristown Herald. 

THE law of Maine sends a man to jail for 
thirty days for getting drunk. We manage af- 
fairs different in Pennsylvania. For a similar 
offense we send him to the Legislature.—F/ila, 
Kronikle- Herald, 

KinG KaLakaua denies that he wants to sell 
the Sandwich Islands. We may have been 
misinformed; perhaps it is Wales who wants to 
sell the British Empire.—N. Y. Commercial Ad- 
vertiser. 

“A New JERSEY horse has committed suicide 
by eating Paris green. This evidence of ad- 
vanced thought upon the part of a Jersey 
horse is remarkable.—V. FV. Commercial Adv, 

A WeEsteErRN base ball game was recently 
opened by prayer offered by the umpire. This 
is a new use of prayer, but perhaps a necessary 
one.—New Haven Register. 

A NEw novel is entitled ‘‘ No Gentleman.” 
Who would ever suppose that a St. Louis editor 
would become the hero of a novel ?— Boston 
Post. 





Prejudice Kills. 

‘*Eleven years our daughter suffered on a bed of misery under 
the care of several of the best (and some of the worst) physicians, 
who gave her disease various names but no relief, and now she is 
restored to us in good health by as simple a remedy as Hop Bit- 
ters, that we had poohed at for two years before using it. We 
earnestly hope and pray that no one else will let their sick suffer 
as we did, on account of prejucice against so good a medicine as 
Hop Bitters.”’—The Parents.— Zelegram. 





NICOLL The Tailor, 


620 Broadway, near Houston Street, 


AND 
189 to 151 Bowery, New York. 
Pants to order...... ..... $4. to $10. 
Suits to order.............. $15. to $40. 
Spring Over Coats from $15.00 up. 


Samples with instructions for SELF-MEASUREMENT sent free to 
every part of the United States. 


THOS B AILEY Plumber and Practical 
Sanitary Engineer, 
. 10th Avenue, cor. 151st St., N. Y. 
SWE. DESI A, 


STEAM PAMPHLET & BOOK BINDER, 
No. 51 BEEKMAN STREET. 








Do not forget to add to your Lemonade or Soda ten drops of 
Angostura Bitters. It imparts a delicious flavor and pre- 
vents all Summer Diseases. Be sure to get the genuine Angostura 
manufactured by DR, J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


SMOKE! SMOKE! 
ROYAL PUCK CIGARE1TES, 


THE MOST POPULAR IN USE. 
PEN C= on 46 14 180 90510 
For SALE BY ALL Sravionens. 
ESTERBROOK STEEL P 
Works, Camden, N.J. 26 ‘obs Bt. Mice ink. 
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Price, 25 Cents. 


Our new Stylographic Pen mted), having the 
lex i caeeabh J ion, is the very 
p= de YLOGRAPHIC PEN C0, Boom 


8 
Bs Brosdvas. New York. Send for 
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The Greatest Healing Agent and 
Pain Conqueror in tie World. 





Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS. 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 
able medicinal properties in all cases of Bowel complaints; 
a@ sure specific against Dyspepsia. Fever and Ague, &c. A 
fine cordial in itself, if taken pure. Itis also most exc: llent 
for mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively 
the cheapest Bitters in existence. 

L, FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St.. N. Y. 





This Great Remedy acts at the same 
hl time on the diseases of the 
I 


VER, BOWELS & KIDNEYS. 


This combined action gives it wond: 
power to cure — 


WHY ARE WE Sick? 


Because we allow these great organs to be- 

e clogged or torpid, and poisonous humors 

_ therefore. forces intot that should 
be expelled naturally. 


BTLIOVSNESS. PILES 
KIDNEY 0 MPLATN TS 
visi wehvow EAKNESS, 
AND VOUS DISORDERS, 
by causing free action of these organs and 
restoring their power to throw off disease. 

Lap d Suffer Bilious pains and aches? 
Why tormented with Piles, Constipation 
Why frightened over disordered Kidneys: 

Y Why endure nervous or sick headaches? Y 
Why have sleepless nig] its? 
Use KIDNEY-WORT and rejoice in health} 
Itis put upin table Form, in tin 
cans one package of which makes six quarts of; A 
medic Also in Liquid Form, very Concen-' 
cannot readily prepare it, 
(alt acts with equal efiiciency in rf her form, 
GETITOF YOUR DRUGGIST. PRICE, $1.00. fad 


WELLS, RICHARDSON & CO., Prop’s, 
Will send the dry post-paid.) BURLINGTON, VT, Vv 








AMERICAN 


Soft Capsules. 


CHEAPEST, QUICKEST, SUREST, BEST, 
AND MOST RELIABLE SOFT CAPSULES. 


Genuine Onty IN 
Metallic Boxes, Star Stamped on Cover, with 
Blue Wrapper with Star Monogram. 
Victor E. Mauger & Petrie, 
110 Reade Street, New York. 





TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three ante, For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Marks Place, New York. 








da cae rorth 
$5 to $20 Riince2’stinton & Co. Portland, Maine. 
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FICTION, 


A WEEKLY PUBLICATION, 
CONTAINING ONLY 


STORIES. 


ORIGINAL, 
REFINED, 
ENTERTAINING. 


NO STALE OR STOLEN REPRINTS. 
NO SENSATIONAL VULGARITY. 
NO OBJECTIONABLE ADVERTISEMENTS. 
NO SMALL, TRYING TYPE. 


A PUBLICATION 


FOR TME FAMILY. 


Written by Americans for Americans. 








Each number will consist of 32 pages, printed on 
heavy white paper, in large, clean, easily 
legible type, and will contain 


INSTALLMENTS OF TWO SERIALS, 


AND 


ONE NOVELETTE, 
AND NEVER FEWER THAN 


TWO COMPLETE SHORT STORIES. 


Will Appear on or About 
August First. 


Single Numbers 10c. Yearly Subscription $4.00. 


PUBLISHERS: 


KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 


21 & 23 WARREN St., N. Y. 


MANHATTAN BEACH. 


STEAMER SYLVAN GROVE, 
Connecting with 
TRAINS VIA GREENPOINT, 
Leaves Pier foot of 23d St., East River, for MANHATTAN 
BEACH at 8:45, 9:45, 10:45 A. M., and half-hourly from r1:15 A. M. 
to 8:45 P. M. 

Trains leave Manhattan Beach at 7:35, 10, 11:05 A. M., 12:05, 
12:30, 1:05 P. M., and 15 and 30 minutes past each hour till 8:30 
P. M., 9:05, 93° and 10:35 P. M. 

Steamers ®. BR. MARTIN and MATTEAWAN, con- 
necting with trains via BAY RIDGE, leave Pier foot of 
WHITEHALL ST., terminus of elevated roads, half-hourly from 
9:10 A M. tog:z0 P.M. Trains leave Manhattan Beach at 8:10, 
9:10 A. M., and half-hourly from 10:10 A. M. to 10:10 P, M. 


GRAND CONCERTS BY GILMORE’S FAMOUS BAND, as- 
sisted by WALTER EMERSON, solo cornet, and other eminent 
soloists, under the direction of Mr. P. S. GILMORE, EVERY 
AFTERNOON and EVENING. 


GRAND DISPLAY OF FIRE-WORKS by the 
ALEXANDRA EXHIBITION COMPANY under the 
superintendence of Mr. JAMES PAIN, of London, 
EVERY SATURDAY EVENING. 


AIRY-LAND AT MANHATTAN BEACH EVERY 
Tuesday and Thursday evening, weather permitting. 


GRAND UNION HOTEL 


SARATOGA SPRINGS, N. Y., 


NOW OPEN FOR THE SEASON 


titenry Clair. 
IMPERIAL GERMAN MAIL 


North German Lloyd 


STEAMSHIP LINE between 


New York, Southampton & Bremen. 
! Sailing every Saturday. 
nates Company’s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hoboken, 


DONAU.. .Saturday, July 23th | NECKAR.,.... Sat., August 6th. 
RHEIN... Saturday, July 30th | MAIN.. Saturday, August 13th 
Rates of passage from NEW YORK to SOUTHAMPTON, 
HAVRE, or BREMEN: 

First Cabin, $100; Second Cabin, $60; Steerage, $30. 
Return tickets at reduced rates. Prepaid SteerageCertificates, $28 
OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, No. 2 Bowing Green. 





















THERE is nothing like dealing with a discreet 
market man, after all. 

‘¢ My ownest own,” said Mr. Nipspree to his 
wife, the other day, as he returned from an 
alleged trout fishing excursion of three days, 
** did you receive those splendid fish I sent you 
from Lake Chabot the other day ?” 

Mrs N. transfixed the base deceiver with a 
look that made him feel as though an ice water 
Bridal Vail fall was running down his spine, 
and replied: 

*“‘T received some fish, I believe, but the 
market man also left word that he had gotten 
your telegram, but as he hadn’t enough fresh 
water trout he sent you some first rate codfish 
instead,” 

‘“‘D-d-id, eh ?’’ stammered the wretched Bene- 
dict, 

“Yes, he did, and now, sir, perhaps you'll be 
good enough to explain—” 

But we draw a vail over the horrid picture. 
— San Francisco Post. 

AND now, not being satisfied with what the 
long-suffering public has already endured, a new 
kind of idiot in New York is out with a chal- 
lenge offering to sleep more consecutive hours 
in six days than any one else for $2,500 and 
the champion belt, through a champion night- 
cap would seem to be an emblem more to the 
purpose. All the same the trophy as good as 
belongs to California already, tor as we go to 
press it has been decided to send on to com- 
pete our Street Superintendent and a San José 
policeman.— San Francisco Post. 

‘Ou, doctor, I’m so glad you’ve come. I 
don’t know what’s the matter with Charley, at 
all. He complains of the febrile rise in his 
peritoneum, and he says his hypochondrion is 
all twisted out of shape. Oh, he’s an awful 
sick boy, doctor.” 

‘‘T should say. Must have been reading the 
presidential bulletins.” ‘The doctor leaves a 
Seidlitz powder and departs.—J. H. Register. 


One of the most practical suggestions for 
determining the location of the assassin’s bullet 
in the President’s body comes from Phila- 
delphia. It recommends placing Guiteau where 
the President stood in the depot and firing a 
shot into him with the pistol which he used, 
from the position where he stood when he shot 
the President, and then cutting up and tracing 
the course of the ball.— Buffalo Express. 

AN epigrammatist says: ‘‘ It is only when we 
die that we begin to live.” No one should 
censure us, therefore, for saying that we should 
like to see Guiteau ‘‘ begin to live” right away. 
—WNorristown Herald. 

Ir GARFIELD should recover, and Mrs. Gar- 
field refuse to accept the purse of $250,000, 
how would it do to give Mrs. Abraham Lincoln 
thirty-five or forty cents of it >—Oz City Derrick, 

THE interior of the earth is supposed to be 
at a molten heat. Hasn’t the old thing been 
trying to turn itself inside out for the past two 
weeks ?—Cincinnati Saturday Night. 

A Kansas paper reports the case of a.man 
having two hearts. Wonder if he could be 
sued for bigamy for marrying twice ?-—Phila, 
Krontkle- Herald. 


[Indianapolis (Ind.) Farmer.] 
EVERYBODY RIGHT. 

When everybody says a ‘‘thing is so, it must be so.’ 
On this point Mr. A. H, Lyman, Druggist, Manistee, 
Mich, writes: ‘* Every one who tries St. Jacobs Oil says 
that itis the best remedy ever used for rheumatism. Mr. 
White, a customer, after having employed every known 
specific for rheumatism, was cured by St. Jacobs Oil.” 


Third Edition : 


PUCK ON WHEELS 











Price, 25 Cents. 
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A. S. Flandrau & Co. 
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Fine Carriages. 


The Largest Stock in the City. 


° The Lowest Prices for Cash. 
ROCKAWAYS, LANDAUS BROUGHAMS, 
VICTORIAS, PHATONS, ROAD WAGONS. 


372 & 374 Broome Street. 


WEBER. 


MANUFACTURER OF 


GRAND, SQUARE and UPRIGHT 


LEAN O SS. 


Prices reasonable. Terms easy, 
WAREROOMS: 


5th Ave. and West 16th St., New York. 


Send one, two, three, or five dol- 
lars for a sample box, by express. of 
the best Candies in America, pat up 
elegantly and strictly pure. Reters 
to all Chicago. Address, 


C. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison Street, Chicago. 


THE ORGUINETTE 














I8 THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC-PRODUCING IN 
STRUMENT IN THE WORLD. 


IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 


IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KQ’G OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS ! 


Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Reed Organs may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguir ettes, Musical Cabinets, and 
Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world. 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts., NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co. 


SoleManutfacturers and Patentees. a@@ Send for Circalar. 





The following numbers of Puck will be bought at this 
office, 21 and 23 Warren Street, at 10 cents per copy: 
Nos. 1,2, 4, 5, 6, 9,10, 11, 12, 13, 14, 15 
16, 17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 24, 25, 26, 37, 38, 
89, 40, 41, 42, 43, 44, 47, 48, 50, 53, 56, 78, 
79, 80, 82, 83, 94, 107, 114. 


Volume VIII (Nos. 183-208) 


of Puck. 
Price Bound (Half Morocco) $4.50. 


Price Unbound $2.50. 
Nos, 21 & 23 WARREN STREET, 
NEW YORK. 


PATENT COVERS FOR 
Filing Puck. 
FOR SALE AT THE PUCK OFFICE, 
Price $1.00. 
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